12	IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
and skill of his enemy, ^Napoleon by his own imprudence. The faith of Xerxes was in his Dream, Napoleon's in his Star: the Dream was illusory, the Star a falling one.
AESOP AND RHODOPE First Conversation
Aesop. Albeit thou approachest me without any sign of derision, let me tell thee before thou advancest a step nearer, that I deem thee more hard-hearted than the most petulant of those other young persons, who are pointing and sneering from the doorway.
Rhodope.   Let them continue to point and, sneer at me: they are happy ; so am I ; but are you?    Think me hard-hearted, N 0 good Phrygian! but graciously give me the reason for thinking it; otherwise I may be unable to correct a fault too long overlooked by me, or to deprecate a grave infliction of the gods.
Aesop. I thought thee so, my little maiden, because thou earnest toward me without the least manifestation of curiosity.
Rhodope.   Is the absence of curiosity a defect?
Aesop.   None whatever.
Rhodope.   Are we blameable in concealing it if we have it?
Aesop. Surely not. But it is feminine ; and where none of it comes forward, we may suspect that other feminine appurtenances, such as sympathy for example, are deficient. Curiosity slips in among you before the passions are awake ; curiosity comforts your earliest cries ; curiosity intercepts your latest. For which reason Daedalus, who not only sculptured but painted admirably, represents her in the vestibule of the Cretan labyrinth as a goddess.
Rhodope.   What was she like?
Aesop.   There now?   Like?   Why, like Rhodope.
Rhodope.   You said I have nothing of the kind.
Aesop. I scun discovered my mistake in this, and more that ids, and not altogether to thy disadvantage.
Rhodope.   I am glad to hear it.

